286                 The A bode of Snow.

Hail to the unfathomed
Highest Being
Whom we follow!
May He, too, teach us
All believing.

Ever Nature

Is unfeeling:

She lighteth the sun

Over evil and good ;

And for the destroyer

Shine, as o'er the best,

The moon and the stars.

Storms and rivers,
Thunder and hail
Pursue their path,
Ever hasting,
Downward breaking
On the sons of men.

Also Fortune,
Wand'ring along,
Seizes the locks
Of the innocent child,
And empties her horn
Over the guilty.

For all of us must,
After eternal
Laws of iron,
Fulfil our being.

Man alone has power
To grasp the Impossible.
He separateth,
Chooscth and judgcth
And lighteth the evils
The hour has brought forth.

He alone dare
' Reward the righteous,
The evil punish,